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The HiJlory 0} King tear. 

Lear. Thou thinkft tis tnuch,that this crulcntious ft&rme 
Inuades vs to the skin,io tis to thee. 

But where the greater malady is fixt, 

The lefler is fcarfe felt, thou wouldft Ihun a Beare 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging fea, 

Thoud’ft rneete the beare it’h mouth,when the mind's free. 

The bodies delicate, the tempeft in my mindc * 

Doth from my fences take all feeling elfc, * 

Saue what beares their filial! ingratitude. 

Is it not as this mouth fliould tcare this hand 
For lifting food to it ? but I will punifti fure ; 

No I will weepe no more ; in fuch a night as this ! 

O Regan, <jonorill } y our old kinde father 
Whofc franke heart gaue you all,Q that way madneffe lies. 

Let me (hunne that, no more of that, 

Kent.Good my Lord enter. 

LMr.Prethee go in thy felfe.feeke thy ownc cafe. 

This tempeft will not giue roe lcaue to ponder 
On things would hurt me more.but He go in, 

Poore naked wretches, where fo ere you arc 
That bide the pelting of this pittilefle night. 

How (hall your houfe-lcffc heads,and vnfed fides. 

Your loopt and windowed raggtdncffe defend you 
From feafons fuch as thcfe.O I haue tanc 
Too little care of this.take pbyficke pompe, 

Expofe thy felfe to feele what wretches fcele. 

That thou maift lhakc the fuperflux to them. 

And Ihcw thcheauens more iuft. 

Fools .Come, not in here Nunckle,here’s afpirit,helpeine,help 
me. 

JT«tf.Giue me thy hand, who’s there ? 

Foole. A fpirit,he fayes his name is poore Tom. 

Kent. What art thou that doft grumble there in the ftraw? 
comefoorth, 

Edg. Away, the foule fiend followes me, through the fbarpe 
hathornc bloyves the cold winde, goe to thy cold bed 8t warme 

thee. 

Lear. 



The Mfiory of King Lear . 

Lear. Haft thou giuen all to thy two daughters, and art thoU 

C °£^. who giues any thing to poore Teas, whom the foule 
fiend hath led through fire, and throghfoord, and whirh-poole, 
ore bog and quagmire, that has laide kmucs vnder his pillow, & 
halters in his pue.fet ratsbane by his pottage, made himproud 
of heart,to ride on a bay trotting horfe oucr foure inebt bridg- 
es to courfe his owne (badow for a traitor, blcfle thy flue wits, 
Tom a cold,blefle thee from whirle-windes,ftarre-blufting, & 
taking do poore Tow fome charity, whom the foule fiend vexes, 
there could I haue him now, and there,and there agame. 

£,«r.What,his daughters brought him to this pafle, 

Couldft thou faue nothing ? didft thou giue them all? 

Feele. Nay he referued a blanket, elfc wee had beene all iha- 

Lear .Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated ore mens faults,fall on thy daughters. 

Kent. He hath no daughters fir. 

Le<*r.Death traitor, nothing could haue fubdued nature 
To fuch a lowneffe.but his vnkinde daughters. 

Is it the fafhion that difearded fathers. 

Should haue thus little mercy on their flefo, 

Judicious puni{hment,twas this flelh 
Begot thofe Pelicane daughters. 

fif.Pilicock fate on pcli cocks hill,a lo lolo. 

Feole . This cold night will turne vs all to fooles & madmen. 

Edg. Take heed ofthe foule fiend,obey thy pavents,kecpe thy 
worth iuftly.fweare not, commit not with mans fworne fpoufe, 
fet not thy fweet heart on proud array ; Toms a cold. 

iMr.Whathaftthoubeene ? 

Edg. A feruingman,proud in heart and mindc, that curlde my 
hajrc,wore gloues in my cap,ferued the luft of my miftris heart, 
arid did the afte ofdarknefle with her, fwore as many oaths as I 
fpake words, and broke them in the fweete face of heauen.one 
that dept in thecontriuingof luft, andwak’t to do it, winelo- 
ued I deepely, dice dearely, and in woman, outparamord the 
Turkc,falfc of heart, light of eare,bloudy of hand, hog in floth. 
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